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| can't, Joe." Sav spilled as soon as the singer only cracked the mahogany door open. Joe moved away in 
confusion, letting his friend storm into the room. He clicked the doorknob into place and turned toward Sav, who 
was pacing around, several steps in each direction until he stopped, hands on his hips and a composition of 


emotions across his face. 


| won't deal with that anymore. She's just crossed the fuckin’ line. | may be the way | am, but a fool | won't 
be, that's for sure." 


Joe blinked at him, then slowly slid his hands into the pockets of his pants. 


There was no need for explaining who Sav was talking about, the only question that remained was ‘What did she 


do this tme? 
Joe bit his lip. "Are you alright?" 


"lm fine." Sav cut off, making a dismissive gesture and then sighing in frustration "I just don't get it," He spat 
after half a second of calm and peace. "Do | give out a vibe of sorts or something? Why do these things 


‘appen to me?" 
"Sav, look--" 


"No, don't tell me it's not me, Joe; | don't need the fuckin’ speeches or comfort-- I'm just gonna sleep this 
over and--" He started walking around again, gesturing as he spoke. "Well, there's gotta be a solution for this, 
right?" He stopped and looked up at Joe, who opened his mouth in attempt to say something, but Sav kept on 
talking. "You know, I'm just trying to be a nice guy-- y'know?" He dropped his arse onto Joe's bed, staring with 
a scowl at nowhere specific. "| haven't been sleeping around-- I'm trying to be faithful, caring and all that and 
then--| don't know." He shut up suddenly, voice cracking. 


Joe was chewing on his sucked-in bottom lip. 

"Listen--" 

"Y'know what? | can't, Joe." He stood up from the bed and threw his hands up in the air, and then let them 
drop by the law of gravity, after which he nervously placed them on his hips. "I think I'll just give up. No, | 
know I'll give up." He swept several trembling fingers over his forehead, twisting them to look at the damp 


trails crawling across. 


Joe's eyes widened and he pressed a palm to his friend's curly fringe, feeling up his heated skin underneath it. 


Fuckin’ ‘ell, Sav, you're running a fever!" 

"Don't matter," The bassist grumbled, pushing the damp hand to his waist again. He was visibly shaking. "It's not 
worth it. I'm not-- | don't even know why | came here to bother you. I'll let myself out." He went for the door 
but Joe gripped his forearm to keep him in place. 


"ey, ‘ey. ‘old on. You're going nowhere." Joe caught his gaze briefly before Sav shook his head. 


"Do both of us a favor and let me storm off like a man" His foot was still pointing toward the door and he 


took a step forward. "You don't need this--" 
"Fuck that shit, Sav; I'm not letting you go." 


Joe pulled him back with ease and spontaneously curled him into a strong embrace. In times like these, he knew 


Sav needed a friend, and bloody hell if he wasn't gonna be exactly that. 
"Knock it off." He nearly whispered into the wiry curls tickling his cheek. "She's the one not worth it.” 
Felling his friend's body relax a bit, he pulled him over to sit on the bed, placing himself several inches beside. 


Fuckin’ ‘ell, Savage; you're hotter than a tea kettle." His palm sealed up to Sav's forehead again, feeling around 


for any dry spot on the skin 


‘Im fine, Joe; its the anger, trust me." He attempted to sigh but his body was still too tense in its crooked 
state so he just closed his eyes briefly. 


‘I've seen you angry, Sav." Joe raised his eyebrows and stood up from the bed. "I've got to get a cold cloth or 
something-- I'll be back in a second, baby." 


Sav opened his eyes upon hearing the unexpected endearment, but Joe had already walked over to his suitcase 
and started fumbling around in his crouching position, so Sav just shook his head and averted his gaze to the 
side. 


"Yeah, well.. After a while it transforms into this." He murmured. 


Joe stood up with what appeared to be a crumpled t-shirt in his fist and walked with it to the bathroom door, 


disappearing inside for a few seconds. 


Listening to the rich sound of tap water running, Sav folded his legs Indian style and joined both hands in his 


lap, picking his nail with an unfocused frown. 


Joe came into the room moments later, carrying a dripping piece of clothing in his hands. He knelt in front of 


Sav and folded the soaked material into a casually shaped rectangle, pressing it onto the bassist's forehead. 
"Joe-- isn't that your Def Leppard t-shirt? You can't just throw it away for-- You love that t-shirt--" 


"Shut up, Sav." The soft tone didn't match the dismissive sentence as Joe held the cloth to his friend's face, 
feeling the warmth seep through the material and to his palm. 


"Thank you." Sav murmured eventually, looking down to slowly-calming hands in his lap. 


"Don't: 


The bassist looked up and met Joe's mint-green eyes. 
"Just lie down and relax." 


"l'm fine like this, don't worry," Sav assured him and Joe reluctantly closed his mouth, hand still holding the 


warm, soaked rumple of a t-shirt. 

They sat in silence for several minutes, the only movement being that of Joe's hand on Sav's forehead, moving 
the colder parts of the cloth to the unattended corners of the heated skin. His brow creased every now and 
then, until he took the material and folded it into a strip, pressing it back onto the bassist's forehead, now 
adorned with several stray, damp curls. 


"You're right, you know." 


Joe's gaze switched to the blue eyes of his bandmate, only then realizing he'd been looking at him the whole 


time. 

"About what?" 

"She isn't worth it" 

Joe swiped the curls away from his friend's face with his free hand. 

"About time, Sav." 

The bassist broke the connection he had with Joe's eyes and inhaled sharply, gaze resting on his lap again. 
"But neither am |, Joe." 

"Bollocks." 

"You can't make me not think it, Joe." Sav pointed out, looking at his friend again. 


"No, but | can beat it out of you." The singer informed hin, still studying the warming cloth between his palm 


and Sav's forehead. 
The bassist snorted, adding a conversational comment. 
"You wouldn't beat a sick man, would you?" 


‘So you admit you are sick? Good, thats a start." Joe nodded and stood up, removing the wet material from 


the other man's skin. "And besides, you're sick, not a girl" 


That made Sav straighten up slightly with a low grunt, but Joe was already out of sight. Assuming the sound 
of running water came from him, Sav figured he had to be washing his ruined t-shirt. That made him cringe 
slightly. 

"Why do you do that?" He asked before he could stop himself. 

"m sorry; what was that? Joe asked over the noise. 

"Nothing!" Sav called out, resting his teeth on his knuckles for a few seconds. 

"Why do | do what?" Joe asked when he came into the room, carrying a once-again dripping t-shirt. 

Sav swallowed against his dry throat. Fuck shit, he was sick 


"Nothing, l-- You just--" 


"| just what?" Joe asked carelessly as he knelt in front of Sav again, covering his damp forehead with the 
material and holding it there. 


Sav's legs unfolded and he let them rest on the floor, placing both arms akimbo next to his thighs. 


"You're a great friend for one moment; caring, interested.. Just-- there. And then you shut yourself off, 
acting like a cocky bastard just-- just to be fancy." 


Joe looked at him, green eyes seemingly cold for someone who didn't know the man like Sav did. Maybe they 


were colder this time, though. 
"You're talking to me about shutting off?" 


Sav had the decency to wiggle a bit in his seat, but he knew he wasn't mistaken. He really wanted to know Joe, 


deeper. But he kept on being thrown off by his behaviour. 
“That's different--" 
"How's it different, exactly?" 


| was born shy. You're either an introvert or an extrovert. I've always been more private." He shrugged 


slightly. "You're sociable, outspoken.. But it isn't easy to get to know you deeper.” 


For the slightest moment, Joe seemed to be observing him, but his gaze quickly shifted to the covered area of 


Sav's head, intent on getting some detailed creases of the material straightened up. 


"Im an open book, Sav." 
The bassist snorted loudly. 

"What the ‘ell does that mean?" Joe mockingly mirrored the snort 

"You're a book, alright, but with double-layered pages, if you will" Sav retorted 


Joe frowned. "The fuck does that mean? ‘ave you been attending psychology seminars be'ind my back or 


something?" 

Sav rolled his eyes. 

"Would you stop that macho stuff already?" His hands swept away Joe's fingers from his forehead as he 
gestured. "I get it; you're a strong, confident lad and | figure it must be a defense mechanism of sorts, but 
there's no fuckin’ need tol Not from me." 


His voice lowered a bit and Joe looked at him before his eyes scrunched up. 


"Just when did this turn into a couch-session about me? If | recall, today's topic was you and your lady 
friend!" 


"Thanks for reminding me, though" Sav retorted and winced as Joe pressed his head harder. 
"Sorry," he gestured with his eyebrows. 
"Forget it," Sav mumbled and looked down at his feet. 


Realizing the cloth wasn't gonna provide enough moisture anymore, Joe removed it and stood up, disappearing 


into the bathroom in his long strides. 


Sav sighed quietly, forehead radiating heat weaker than before, but his headache was still there, even though 


mild. 


When Joe returned from the bathroom, Sav stood up from the bed and placed his hands on his slim waist, 
turning to glance at his friend. 


"l'm sorry.” 


Joe looked at him with unfathomable eyes, wiping both damp palms against each other, as he had apparently 
disposed of the t-shirt in the bathroom. 


"| came to you because--" 


Sav licked his lips. 
Too late, you have to finish that sentence. 


"| needed to vent, | guess.. And you're the-- | thought-- | mean, I'm sorry." His hands were picking on his 
jeans’ waistband, pulling them higher over his butt and adjusting them without his consent. "I'm not being fair. 


You're taking care of me and l'm acting like a prick.” 


"Don't worry," Joe waved him off with a tiny sigh. "How are you feeling?" He stepped forward and pressed the 
back of his drying hand against Sav's forehead and the bassist was grateful for the topic charge. Joe's gaze 


shuffled somewhere off his friend's face and into the room, the feeling receptors taking over. 


"Better," he stated, touching the skin of Sav's cheeks, and then almost taking back what he'd said. "But it's 
probably temporary. Luckily we ‘ave a day off." His eyebrows briefly disappeared into his wild blond fringe. "Get 


some rest.” 


Joe bent to grab his earlier-discarded shoes from the floor. Sav opened his mouth and then uselessly closed 


them again. 
"IIl go then.. Alright" He said quietly, nodding and turning toward the door. 


"No, ‘eyl" Joe twisted back to him, holding the worn sneakers by the shoelaces in one hand. "I didn't mean ‘get 


lost; | only said you needed to rest.. I's what the doc would say, Sav." 
"| know," He nodded to assure the other man, but there was a small knot of loneliness growing in the pit of his 
stomach. "Ill go anyway. You probably need to sleep too; | mean, you do-- So, er.. See you tomorrow?" His lips 


twisted a little at this point. "And thanks again." 


Covering the challenging ground in several steps, he soon found himself in the offensively chilly hallway. 


"Sav!" His hand uselessly - and slightly in frustration - knocked on the bass player's hotel room door. It was an 
approximately fifth attempt to get a response from his bandmate, and quite frankly, Joe was getting a bit 
annoyed. They all had a tendency to oversleep their alarms when on tour, but Sav never went completely dead 


to the loud sounds and yells. 
On the other side of annoyed, Joe was worried. 


"What's all the noise for?" Rick came out grumbling from his room, hand covering a portion of his wide open 


mouth as he yawned for all he was worth. He was clad only in boxers and a size too large football league 


Jersey. 


"Sav's either dead to the world or just plain ignoring me, in which case he'd signed himself a death-sentence." 


Joe retorted, and the drummer grimaced. 

"Too early for all the deaths in your vocabulary." Rick shook his head and fumbled around his pocket, pulling 
out a ring with a key and a card on it. "Sav gave it to me last night," He explained sleepily. "Looked a bit out of 
place if you ask me.. But he wanted it to be safe or something. God knows what demons hunt him." He waved a 


hand in front of him and passed the key to Joe, moving on past him with snail-like steps. 


"Let me know how it turns out, alreight?" He called out before turning the corner in search for vending 


machines. 


Shaking his head, Joe pushed the key into the lock and found himself inside the room in no time. A carrot- 
shaped bunch on the bed told him the bassist was still sleeping. 


Covering the ground in several large steps, Joe was soon standing in front of Sav's side of the bed. He was just 
about to yell as loud as his throat could handle when he noticed moisture grains beneath Sav's wild golden 


fringe. 


He crouched down and felt him up, eyes widening upon discovering both the temperature of his forehead and 


the slight tremble of his body. 
Sav." He shook him slightly. 


The bassist murmured something incoherently and opened his eyes, the usual crystal blue now foggy and dull. 


His irises were blown and the corners of his eyes were bloodshot. 
"Jesus, Sav," Joe whispered. "What the ‘ell did you contract?" 


"Oh ‘ey Joe." His voice was squeezing itself through his swollen nostrils and it didn't sound very pretty. "I'd just 
banaged to fall asleep, but.. Doesn't batter. Its not beant to be." 


"Sorry, sweeteart.. but in case you ‘aven't noticed," Joe grabbed the spare pillows from the other side of the 


bed and tucked them around Sav's body. "You've come down with something." 
"Yeah, guess so," The bassist mumbled, covering his nose with the blanket so that just his eyes peeked out. 
"What are you doing?" Joe asked him. 


"| don't want you to get this-- whatever | ‘ave." 


Joe's heart cracked at that. 
"That's very sweet, Rick, but if l'm gonna take care of you, nothing can prevent me from getting infected." 
"You're gonna take care of be?" 


"Well I'm not gonna leave you in the incapable ‘ands of the hotel staff, am |?" Joe stood up and winced at the 
needle attack to his legs. "Fuck" 


Sav removed the blanket from his nose and looked at Joe's face. 

"What?" The singer asked in confusion, adjusting his pants. 

"Dothing," Sav replied. "Where are you going?" 

"To get some things. Just lie there and relax, alright? Are you still cold?" 


Sav shook his messy-haired head, accidentally pushing a pillow off his neck with the motion and Joe bent to 
tuck it back into its place. 


"Be right back." 


Several hours and different homemade medications later, Sav had to admit he felt slightly better. 


"You know, you'd make a good nurse." He commented while treating himself with a plate of hot tomato soup. 
Due to his best friend's various experiments (including inhalations, teas, soups, citrus, vinegar and anything else 
Joe could think of), Sav could now sit up without feeling his head weigh a tonne and about to fall off. 


Joe stood up and turned around from where he'd been crouching on the floor with a bowl of cold water and 
several soaked tissues in front of him. Rubbing his damp palms against one another, he placed his arse next to 


Sav's blanket-covered, outstretched legs and cocked a grin 


"Are you fuckin’ with me, Savage? Because that wouldn't be a nice thing to do, considering how I'm watching 


after your poor little butt" 


"lm being serious." Sav looked at him through the tomato-scented steam oozing out of his spoon. He sucked 


the soup in loudly and Joe rolled his eyes, making the bassist smirk. 


"That thing you just did and that nasty grin you sent me means you're feeling better. Am | right?" He felt up 
his forehead but said nothing. 


"| guess," Sav considered, licking his lips. "But my butt isn't litle." 
Joe frowned at first and then laughed. "God, Sav... really?" 


‘lm just saying." He shrugged slightly, putting the spoon back into the soup. Joe took the plate and placed it on 
the nightstand, pushing the lamp and various cups to the wall to make space. 


"Your butt can only be described as tiny, if you insist” The singer stated. 


"Fuck you," Sav flipped him off and settled back down, wiggling slowly until his head was on the pillow. "I don't 
want to talk to you about my butt" 


"You started it," Joe raised his hands in surrender and looked down at his friend. The color had evened out on 
his skin, the contrast of red nose and pale cheeks was no longer as obvious as before, but Sav's eyes were 
still carrying that dull blue tone. 

"Better?" 


Joe had been asking the same thing most of the day, and each time, he would get a nod in response. 


"Good," Joe confirmed and started getting up from the bed but Sav covered Joe's hand with his own and 
squeezed briefly. 


"Thanks" 


Joe's gaze shifted from the place their limbs joined to Sav's puffy face. He smiled tentatively and nodded only 
slightly, his hand escaping the cocoon as he stood up and walked towards the bathroom door. 


Sav sighed and inhaled giddily before sneezing loudly. 

"Fuck." 

He heard Joe laughing in the bathroom, along with a sound of a stream hitting ceramics. 

"Not funny," Sav called out, voice cracking. 

"You're right," Joe admitted as he walked into the room moments later, hands up in a defensive gesture. Sav 
eyed the droplets on his palms and then grimaced, red nose scrunching up. 


"Tell me you washed your hands." 


Joe looked at him as if he'd grown a third eye. 


"Why would | wash ‘em? Don't you know ammonia can ‘eal many diseases? What have you learned in school, 


Savage?" 
Sav looked at him in horror. 
"You're not gettin’ near me, Joe." 


The singer laughed, head tipping back. "Relax, you minger, | was joking.. But your expression.” He trailed off with 


a grin and sat next to his friend 
Sav glared at him half-lidded, forcing Joe into another set of chuckles 

"My stomach hurts from laughing," the bassist retorted, hands folded on his blarket covered chest. 
"| know, right?" Joe laughed again 

"Glad to know you're in such a good mood” 


Joe's fingers inched up to Sav's forearm, rubbing softly. "Sorry, mate.. Do you want me to get you anything? 


Tea? Coffee? Jack? .."Playboy'?" 
Sav sent him another funny glare. "Yeah. I'm sick as fuck, but I'll wank. In fact, ‘and me some lube." 
Joe doubled over in laughter, holding the edge of the bed as he squinted at the floor through tears. 


Sav rolled his eyes, and then his brow scrunched up. "Oh what is so funny?" 


Joe shook his head and wiped the drops off his eyelashes and cheekbones. "God, Sav-- | think this flu has a 


good side: your sense of humor." 

Sav tilted his head left and right and murmured, mocking the other man. 
"Come on, Savvy.." He fistoumped the bassist's shoulder. "Lighten up." 
Sav glanced at him. "Don't dare singing that Plant tune." 

Joe grinned, eyes sparkling. 

"Joe, I'm warning you." 


"Lighten up, baby, Im in love with you." Joe sang in a breezy tone, enjoying Sav's disapproving grunt. 


"Joe, knock it off. There's nothing catchier than that stupid song." He folded his arms and stared somewhere 
into the room. 


"Do | ‘ear jealousy?" Joe tilted his head to catch Sav's gaze. "It's just Robert, sweet'eart.." 


"Oh just stop it, Joe." Sav grimaced slightly. "I'm not in the mood for being called a jealous girlfriend-- Shut it!" 


He warned upon seeing Joe's mouth open with a grin 

The singer smirked. "Fine." 

"Now... Go get me some crisps. Or better yet, some spice. Chocolate would be good actually.” 

Joe stiffled a chuckle. 

"Chocolate?" He asked as seriously as he could. 

"Yes, Joe. That cacao made thing, with milk and sugar and the rest. You can usually find it in vending machines." 


Joe raised an eyebrow at him. 


"Thank you, Richard, for that elaborate description.. But no, you can't ‘ave any. You're still running a fever and 


chocolate can only make things worse." 


"lm not a little kid, Joe; I'll be fine." He rose up to a sitting position again, leaning back onto the cushioned 


headboard 

"No, Sav, patience." Joe retorted 

"Go to hell” The tone didn't match the sentence but Sav seemed to be suking anyway. 
"Someday maybe, but not yet," Joe replied. "I still ‘ave to go buy you vitamins. 

Sav glanced at him. 

"Vitamins?" He croaked out and then cleared his throat. 


"Yes.. And don't go melting on me; we need a bassist for tomorrow and | don't actually feel like plucking the 


bass myself." 
Sav gave him an /m-above-this smirk, but something rolled in his guts. 


He cleared his throat again 


"Thanks, though" 

"Don't mention it," Joe waved him off 

Sav's gaze dropped to where his hand started playing with the loose thread on the blanket 
"Im sorry about yesterday," He said, picking a loose thread on his blanket. 

"For what?" Joe asked, placing an elbow on his friend's calf 


"For accusing you like that.. | didn't mean to attack you; it was more of a friendly suggestion” Sav looked up. 


"But | know it came out wrong." 
"Don't worry," Joe squeezed the bassist's covered leg briefly. 


"But that doesn't mean | don't stand be'ind my words, Joe." Sav stated. "Look, being you.." He licked his lips. "I 
guess | understand why you keep yourself in check. But.. You don't need to ‘ide from me." Sav's cold hand 


inched up and squeezed his friend's for a brief second "And you can't lie to me either." 


His fingers retreated. "I've been with you for a long time, and | remember what you were like when Rick lost 
his arm." Sav observed the way Joe's facial muscles tightened. "You seemed like you'd lost your own, Joe. And 
don't try to deny it. I've lived it, remember? We all did, in our own ways.” He licked his dry lips again. "And 


when we lost Steve.. At certain moments, you seemed more shattered than Phil." 


Sav was expecting for Joe to snort, laugh or make fun of what he'd said, but the singer was silent. He wasn't 
looking into the bassist's eyes either, more like somewhere below; his chin or neck or the headboard behind 


him. Sav quickly resumed talking. 


‘Of course, | never said anything-- | don't think they even noticed, but.. | figured you wanted to keep it that 
way. But what I'm trying to say is that, | never thought less of you because of it" His gaze dropped a bit, 
resting on the blanket now. He could probably hear his own heartbeats at this point. 


"In fact, it made me admire you. Even more than | had before." He paused briefly, not daring to look Joe in the 


eyes. "| was never that strong.” 


His palms were melting, or so he thought. They have gone from icy to clammy in a matter of minutes and he 


didn't want to think of the reasons for that. 


"That's why | felt-- That's why | felt bad whenever you tried to ‘ide it from me. I-- | thought there was no 
need to. And-- I'm not about to change anything, the way | act with you and all.. | just wanted you to know 
how | felt." 


That came out more tangled than it should have, Sav thought. 


Joe was silent. His gaze was still resting somewhere on the bassists neck or chest, but his eyes were 


unfocused, and almost his whole bottom lip was sucked into his mouth. 
He eventually nodded, dared a glance at Sav, and then stood up from the bed. 


"Time to get those vitamins, right?" His eyebrows rose briefly and he walked out of the room, closing the door 


behind him. 


Sav sighed quietly and his head bowed down, fingers starting to pick on cuticles again 


Joe returned perhaps half an hour later, carrying a disposable white bag in one hand and covering his mouth 
with the other one as he coughed. 


Fuckin’ ‘ell. And they say smoking is bad for your lungs.. Try walking through town" He pointed out as he 
circled the bed on his way to Sav's nightstand. He dropped the bag onto it and cleared his throat with a 
grimace. 


"You didn't go out like that, did you?" Sav looked up at him with wide eyes. "It's got to be Ice Age Il outside!" 


Joe sighed and tilted his head, rosy cheeks obviously beaten by wind. "Hm. Maybe thats why those old ladies 


were giving me funny looks. | thought it was because of my Goldilocks ‘air and my strong build” 
Sav tilted his head. "You're not funny, Joe.” 


"Relax, Sav." He stood up and pulled his pants up higher over his hips. "I forgot. It ‘appens." He walked over to 
the bathroom and disappeared from Sav's sight. 


“ow can you forget when the storm of snowflakes ‘its you?" Sav asked the room and then shut his mouth, 


saliva pooling around his teeth. 


Joe didn't want to go back to the hotel. 


“ow are you feeling?" 


Sav's head turned in the direction of the other man. Joe was carrying a glass of water in his hand, shaking the 


droplets off the fingers of the other one. 
"Why didn't you go to the chemists within the hotel?" 


Joe glanced at him as he lowered the glass onto the nightstand and started pulling the elongated bottles out of 
the bag. 


"Felt like walking," He replied casually. 

Sav's head bowed an inch but he kept quiet. 

"What's that?" He whispered after a while, eyes still resting on his hands as he held them on his lap. 

"Just vitamins," Joe replied, popping a disk like pill out and dropping it into the glass. Sav listened to the soothing 
hum as the pill made contact with the water, and then turned to observe the bubbles surge upwards as the 
disk slowly dispersed. 


Joe handed him the glass and watched him drink it slowly. 


"This isn't so bad, actually." The bassist licked his lips and reached out to leave the glass on the nightstand but 
Joe nudged his hand back. 


"Drink it, Sav." 
The other man sent him a mild glare but took another sip. 


"IFs just vitamin C, don't be a baby about it” Joe sat on the edge of the bed and rested his elbows on his 


knees. 


Sav's gaze trailed off to the blanket he was covered with, watching absentmindedly two flies chase each other 


through the air. 
"You should have some of this too," He commented, glancing at Joe over the rim of his glass. 
"Why?" The singer turned his head toward him. 

Sav gulped the liquid down his throat, 

"Because | don't feel like taking the microphone myself tomorrow" 


Joe looked at him briefly, and upon noticing a glint in his eyes snorted with a smile. "I'm not cold, Sav; give it a 


rest.” 


"If you say so." He shrugged with one shoulder and returned his gaze to the bed. The first fly was shaking its 
little legs, walking away, while the second one stood in place for several moments and then took off in another 
direction. 

He brought the glass to his lips again. 

"So, what have you decided?" Joe asked, tapping palms against one another in an absentminded manner. 

"About what?" Sav scowled slightly. 

Joe looked at him with a plain expression. 

‘Oh--" The bass player took a sip from his glass and observed the remaining amount of liquid in there. "Well, | 
think I'm through. Done and out," He said with a level of carelessness that could have been sold to anyone 
except Joe. 

"Good," Joe returned his gaze to somewhere in front of him, elbows still on his knees. "Cause she called" 

Sav made a slight spluttering sound in his glass, raising a palm to wipe his mouth with the back of it. 

"She did?" 

"Yeah. She left a message. The receptionist told me on my way out." 


Sav was chewing on his bottom lip without knowing it. 


"Are you gonna call ‘er back?" Joe tilted his head to look at the bassist, who was gripping his glass in one hand, 


leaving a muddy trail across it with his fingers. 

He glanced at Joe. 

"No." 

Raising the glass, he emptied it in one gulp and dropped it onto the nightstand with a light cough. 
Joe nodded and returned his gaze to what he'd been staring at before. 

"Well, you should rest" He stood up eventually and patted Sav's thigh. 

"Where are you going?" 


"Well, I've got a room next door, so." Joe trailed off with a curl of his lips. 


"Right. Sorry," Sav returned the gesture. 


"No problem. Just call me if you need anything, alright?" Joe nodded to underline his comment and subsequently 


left the room. 


Sav sighed and laid down into the cushions, turning on his side to face the window across the room. 


Large, pearl-like snowflakes slowly descended through the air, covering the already bleached blanket on the wet 
asphalt. The sidewalk was not spared either, and nor were the by-passers which tried shielding themselves to 
no avail. Sav thought he could hear the squeaking of the shoes grinding against snow. The snowflakes fell in a 
messy pattern and he watched them land on the damp window ledge and melt rapidly. 


The door creaked slightly from the other end of the room and the bassist placed his hands on the window 
post. 


"What are you doing up?" Joe asked as he approached him in slow strides. 
Sav shook his head, not tearing his gaze from the window. 
"It's fuckin’ freezing outside, Joe." 


He said it quietly and turned his head to look at the singer. Joe rolled his eyes, catching on to the meaning of 


his friend's words. 

"Give it a rest, Sav." 

The bassist tilted his head in attempt to look reprimanding, but dull eyes and puffy nose stood in the way. 
"Come ‘ere.’ Joe grasped Sav's cool hand in his own and walked him across the room. Lowering his gaze to the 
place where the other man's warm fingers and palm held him, Sav swallowed against his dry throat and let 
himself be dragged to the bed Bending to sit down at the foot of it, he looked up when Joe advised him against 
it. 

"No, you sit 'ere" 


He released Sav's hand and pulled back the crumpled sheets, gesturing toward the prepared place with his head. 


"Joe, I'm not cold." He straightened up and tilted his head to support his words. But at that moment, his left 


nostril itched and he couldn't stop himself from sneezing loudly. 
Joe just raised an eyebrow and Sav unwillingly circled the bed and slowly settled in between the warm layers. 


Joe sat by his side and bent one knee sideways on the bed, studying his jeans' material for a few seconds 
before speaking. 


"What you said before," He began, clearing his throat. "I understand some of the.. points you said." 

Sav swallowed what little saliva he had in his mouth and somewhat nervously joined his hands in his lap. 

"I believe I." Joe scowled slightly and his gaze rose up to Sav's shoulder, resting upon it with little attention 
"What | want to say is that | know you're my friend, and yes, | will try to be more.. open, in the future. | 
mean, relaxed. Actually, | am relaxed, just-- you know." He sighed slowly and looked into Sav's eyes. 

They exchanged gazes for nearly a minute before Sav's lips curled a bit. 

"Alright" 

"So.. You can ask me anything, at any time, and I'll try and answer honestly." 

After getting no visible reaction from Sav, Joe shifted a bit nervously and sucked in his lips. 


The bassist's mouth eventually curved upwards again. 


Joe's green gaze touched Sav's eyes and his expression briefly mimicked that one of a little child. This time the 
smile stretched Sav's cheeks. 


"Anything?" 

Joe nodded but then the movement slowed as he realised the possible implications behind that promise. 
Sav's expression sobered and a crease appeared on his forehead. Joe inhaled silently. 

"How do you manage to pull off that screechy tone?" 

The singer blinked. 

"Do you shove a clamp down your trousers or something?" 

Joe slowly realised the meaning of the words and started laughing. 


“Cause that, | believe, is the definition of ‘balls gripping vocal." Sav went on, sporting a half-interested 


expression on his face. That made Joe laugh even harder, partially because Sav was a crazy bastard and 
partially becouse he was able to let out all the pent up frustration he had been holding until that moment. 


"Why are you laughing? | really want to know: 

Joe shook his head with a grin and looked the other man straight in the eyes. 

"| get laid" He blurted out with a shrug. 

"What does that ‘ave to do with anything?" 

"Well" Joe started "l." His eyebrows rose and he exhaled slowly. "I ‘ave no idea" 

Sav chuckled 

"Who thought I'd be spending the holidays like this," He commented with a sigh 

Joe scowled. "What are you talking about?" 

Sav raised his eyebrows. “ave you checked the calendar recently?" 

The singer had confusion written all over his face. "Actually, no. 

Sav smirked "Then the weather should tell you something. 

Joe shook his head and dropped both feet on the ground. "Well at least we both ‘ave company." He glanced at 
Sav, whose eyes seemed to have taken a more intense shade of blue for a moment. His dark red lips stretched 
into a teeth-peeking smile and Joe swallowed a sudden lump in his throat 

"Well there must be booze for holidays, right?" The husky tone of his voice surprised him 


"Booze?" Sav watched as Joe slid off the bed and crouched beside the small cabinet by the bed. Pulling out a 
glass from it, he placed it on the nightstand next to Sav's and snatched an oblong bottle from the bag. 


"Vitamin C?" Sav stifled a chuckle. 

"No, no; this is a different letter," Joe pointed out, raising the bottle for the bassist to see. 
"We're gonna toast with vitamins." Sav stated with amusement in his voice, glancing at the singer. 
"You're still sick as fuck, sweetteart.” 


Joe briefly disappeared into the bathroom, returning half a minute later with two glasses filled with orange- 


coloured liquid inside. 
"That'd better not be piss, Joseph." 


Joe chuckled at his friend's glare and carefully sat down beside him. Handing Sav a drink, he waited for the 
bubbles to subside before smiling at him. 


"Well, here goes to a healthy new year," The bassist mumbled with sarcasm. 

Joe grinned as Sav clicked their glasses together. 

"Thank you." The singer said quietly, tracing the rim of his glass with a thumb. 

Sav looked up just as he was about to take the first sip. After contemplating between several answers, he 
decided to just nod. His blue gaze cleared to the point of assuming an Egyptian shade and a small, tentative 
smile touched his lips. 

A released jungle blossomed in the singer's mint-green eyes. 

"Merry early Christmas, Joe." 


"Merry Christmas, Sav." 


Taking a sip of his drink, the bass player lowered it down to his lap, tracing patterns on the glass with his 
thumb. 


"Y'know, your ‘oliday time doesn't ‘ave to be like this." He murmured. 

Joe snorted into his glass. "Yeah, like I'm gonna leave your sorry butt ‘ere alone." 
"Joo-—" 

"Cork it, Savage." The singer replied carelessly and a smile escaped the other man. 
"You know.. Festivities usually include some food too." 


Joe didn't need to look at his bandmate to read amusement in his voice. He took a swig of his drink and sent a 


narrow-eyed glance at the bassist. 
"You know | can't cook to save my life, Sav." 


"You could always order something." The blue eyes looked innocently at Joe over his glass. “Although... You've 


got Florence Nightingale in you, as we've already established. Get some cooking skills and you're a wife-in- 


attempt." 


The singer grabbed a cushion and threw it at the other man Sav yelped and produced a giggle-snort sound, 
spilling his scented liquid across the sheets. 


"Shut up and drink your vitamin" 


